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"I am grateful for you/' she smiled, bringing the
conversation back on to a plane where it would be
easily comprehensible.
He looked a little sheepish. As sheepish as he
only looked when he was profoundly pleased. It
always embarrassed him a little to be pleased.
"My sweet darling, how absurd you are."
Absurdity had invariably been to him-applied to
women-one of the highest terms of praise. It justi-
fied their existence.
A month ago Lisa had seemed a little overstrung,
but noxv she was quite herself again. Sarah had
talked nonsense about her being tired.
Nevertheless, she did seem to him to be looking
a little pale-but that was probably his imagination-
and a little thin,
"My darling, are you, I mean have you been,
losing a little weight?"
Lisa, who knew that her clothes had to be taken
in every week, said; "I have never felt so well in my
life."
"I think that perhaps it would be a good thing if
you were to take a little cream. It would be a great
pleasure for Mrs. Rich."
"In that case I must take a little cream."
"Whatever these modern cranks may say, cream is
cream/'                                            *